Faith infringed t which fuchzeale did lyvcare. 

How will he fcorue? how will he fpend his wit ? 

How will he triumph, leape, andlaugh art: it t 
For all the wealth that euer I did fee, 

I would not haue him know fo much by me. 

Bero. Now ftep I forth to whip Hypocnhe, 

Ah good mv Liedge, I pray thee pardon me. 

Good heart' What Grace haft thou thus to reproue 
Thefe wormes for louiug, that art mow in loue. 

Your eyes doe make mo couches in your tearcs. 

There i s no certaine PrincelTc that appeares. 

You’ll not be periur’d , ’cis a hatefull thing. 

Tu(h none but Minftrels like of Sonneting. 

But are you not albam’d ? nay, arc younot 
All tlircc of you, to be th^much orefliot? 

You found his Moth, the King your Moth did iee . 

But I a beatne doe findc in each of three. 

O what a Scene of fool’ry haue Ifeenc. 

Of fighes, of grones, of forrow, and of teenc : 

0 me, with what drift patience haue I lat. 

To fee a Kingtranformedto a Gnat i 

To fee great Hercules whipping a Gigge, 

And profound Salomon tuning alygge ? 

And jSTjfior p\a.y atpudi-pin with tne Boyes, 

And Cntich rm^ laugh at idle toylcs. 

Where licsthy griefciO tell megood Vffmame% 

And gentle Longauilh where lies thy p&uie '•( 

And where my Liedgcs l all about the breft: 

A Candle hoa ! 

Kin. Toobitter is thy ieft. 

Are wee betrayed thus to thy ouer-view ? 

Bcr Notyou by me, but I betrayed to you* 

1 thatamhoneft,I that hold it ftnnc 
To hreake the vow I am ingaged in, 

I am betrayed bykseping company 

W i th men, like men of inconftancie. _ 

When (hall you fee me write a thing in rime i 
Or gronefor loans ? or fpend aminutes time. 

In pruning mee, when (hall you hcarc that I wUpraife a I>an^ 
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foot, a face, an eye; a gate, a ftate, a brow| a breft, a wafte, * 
legge,alirame. 

Kin. Soft, Whither a- way fofaft ? 

A true man, or a theefe, that gallops fo, 

Ber I poft from Loue, good Loucr let me go e 

Snter laquenettaatid Clowne, 

Iaque. God blcffe the King, 

Kin. What prefent haft thou there? 

Clove, Some certaine treafon. 

Kin. What makes treafon here? 

Clo. Nay it makes nothing fir. 

Kin. Ifitmarrc nothing neither. 

The treafon and you goe in peace away together. 

Irtcjtte. I befecch your Grace let this Letter be read. 

Our perlon naif doubtsic: it was treafon he faid. 

Kin. Berowne , read it ouer. He reads the Letter, 

Kin. Where fiadft thou it? 

Iaque. Of Cofiard, 

King. Where hadft thou it? 

Cofi. Of D sn Adramadio, ‘Dun isfdrimttdio . 

Kin. How now, wnat isin you ? why doft thou teare it? 

Ber. A toy my Liedge, a tov : your grace needcs not feare ir. 
Lot £.It did moue him to psflion,and therefore let’s heare ir, 
( Dum. Iris S erownes writing, artd hecre is his name. 

Ber. Ah you whcrelbn logger head you were borne to doc me 
lhame. 

Guilty my Lord, guilty : I confefle, I confelle. 

Kin % What? 

mefr* Thatyou threc fooIcs > laekt mee foole, to make vp the 

He, he, and you : and you my Liedge, and I, 

P ic .^5'P l,rfcs ^ 0Ue i an d we deferue to die. 

1 raiffc this audience, and 1 (ball tell you more* 

Dum. Now the number is euen 

clo. Walk afide the true folke,and let the tray tors flay. 

**'■ Swct Lords, fwcet Loners, O let vs imbracc, 7 
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